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MCST. EXCELLENT MAJESTY 
VV TEL YT AM 


The Humble Addreſs of the Eegimented 


CAME ONIAN PRESBYTERIANS 


Lying at MONTROSE, and Adjacent Cities in ANGVS. 


December 12th, 


Eligious Sir, whom GOD doth call and chuſe, 
On Earth His great Licutenants place to vle 
W: blef that Night, which did bring forth that Morn, 
Wherein *twas faid, Therc is a Man Chiid born, 
Of fo much Valour and renoun'd Eiteem, 
Who fall from Bondage Briteins Ifle redeem: 
O! Happy time wherein we now can iy, | 
(Although we be be-north the River Tay) 4; rd 
Which Place, Great Sir, of all Your great Domintons, 
Doch hate us moſt, and all of our Opintonsz 
For there the Golpel never ſhined bright, 
They loved Darkneſs, greatly hated ight , 
They mocke Religion, and I rue Golpel Preacners, 
Painful Paſtors, and Religions Teachers ; 
And alſo, Sir, we dare be bold to (ay, 
The Devil reigneth there, unul this day ; Fe 
They love nor you, who is their Reval '4ERO , 
Buccleave to Famer, that Cruel Bloody _ 
Eir--* © *Rreat Sir, ſome Ares Lairds, 
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4 heſe are rheir Principles, this is their Z:-al. 
O! Happy time, we ſay, when we can boaſt, 
For all cheir Circuits, and the Highland Þoſt # 
For all their Teſtr, and Bonds of Regulation. 
Which were fo grievous to this 4netent Notion; 
Yet ſome of us our Garments keeped clean, 
And free of ſpots, ye know, Sir, what we mean. 
vir, we have ſeen the day, when Famer did reign, 
They would our Brethren to the Scafford bring, 
And Torture them alive, like Malletaftors, 
Or, in ſome Murdeting Straragim, great Aors 
Would fix their Heads up in the Marcart Places, 
A Curle come down their Bloody Murdering Faces. 
Again, Gr-at vir, weever will incline, 
To Regiſter the Faral Eighty Nine : 
In whichthe LORD hath you our King appointed, 
And fince, Great Sir, you are the LOR D's Anvinted; 
HE hath wronght wonderous Works to bring you in, 
Imploy your (trepgth againſt chat Mon of Sin; 
Gruſh his Deſigns, contound their Popiſe Plotr, 
Believe them not, alto they turn their Coats. 
Ot you, Great Sir, the Prophets have forctold, 
In lattertimes, 31d in the dayes of Old; 
Great Britains King ſhall yer Religiouslbe, 
And ſhall demolith Grove, and cach green Trec, 
ID which your Priors,did their Homage give 
To Srocks,and Stones, and things which do nor live! 
And while you Fighr againſt FE HOV 4 I's Focs, 
And ſtill in him your Confidence repoic, 
He*!! be your Sheild and Buckler in che War, 
And when your Enemies approach: afar ; 
Ar f1g24 of you, rhev*1 curne cheir back and vield. 
Becaule the LOF.3) for vou dow fight the Field , 
But yer, Grear $ix, if you ſhall turn aſide, 
£7: 7, 2!s Statutcs ſhall not farm abide, 


1669. 


We muſt be bold, to tell you from our Heart, 
T hat ſounvr {yne the LOR D will wake you ſmare ; 
And this bath very trequently been ſeen, 
In many Lands upon both King and Queen: . 
This good Advice (we hope) will be no Treaſon , . 
Irs back*d with Scripture, and the hcight of Reaſon: 
Nixr, Sir, we hope by your Heroick, Hand, 


| Shall be reduc'd, our broken * Neighbouring Land : * Ireland, 


We hope to {ce your great Parade advance, 

And fix your Camp intothe H-arrt of France : 

We hope to ice you Scall the Walls of Rome, 

And give the Man of Sin his Fatal Doom , 

An4 we « ur ſclves ſball in your preſence be, 

And Celebrate that ſtrange Cataſtrophe. | 
Some wer) arc our Encmics and yours, 

Fay. I hat we'll not obey 

2.60 Great Sir, we'll make them mand, 

15to.e themſelves, wefll notice your ©amtmand - 

A 1. Grezr CQ- wlll -- 
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—-«<it Sir, fomc in tuc Army, and he bane 
& nat ty = uw prongunny know heir Fare, > | 
They would lend in their Ser to Dethroae, 
And fet a Popiſh T ranteherenpon't? 
But Bleſled be GOD, it is not 1n their Station, 
To know ine Secrets of Predeſtination : 
They dopretend ubeir King was thruſt away, 
And that he-got not fair impartial Play [ 
Which is right true, for if the Law bad bees 
Pur in its force 2 him arid fiis Queen, 
Ere new they had been both in Purgatory 
i hrough which Catholick Souls do enter Glory / 
Likewiſe, Great Sir, before the Throne {hall be 
Poſlefl*d by any Paprfts, ſach as he, 
Our Blocd ſhall run like Cyds caraged Strearas, 
And Pbaeixs throw our Bodie ſend his Beams, 
Great Sir, we thank ye -,Prelacy is gone, 
Under that Yoak, our Land id {adly groan, 
They have Oppceſled us,and all our Friends, 
They ſtrovyero break our Conſcience and our Means, 
Aud ſome of us they did nor leave a Cock, 
Nor in our Yard a growing green Kelſtock. 
And now, 'Great Sir, in an unuſual manner, 
We Fight under a Regul Britiſh Banner ; 
Weare your Servants, and will ſpend our Blood, 
Upon the Quarrel, while che Cauſe is good; 
Well zo through all the World at your Command, 
We hope. Great Sir, You! give Us Pay in hand, 
GREAT SIR, We cloſ:,hoping You will remember, 
W-re in the North, and now it is December ; 
Our Cloaths are thinn, our Purſes ace right bate, 
Tobide theſe two, Great Sir, it is right ſare. 
And 1iſo, Sir, , we lye among our Focs, 
Giv« na Subſcribed, at Montroſe. 
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